STORY OF APOLLON1US OF  TYRE*
And upon this condicion The dome in execucion Was put an one withoute faile. And every man hath great merveile, Whiche herde tellen of this chaunce, And thonketh goddes purveaunce, Which doth mercy forth with justice. Slain is the mordrer and mordrice Through verray trouth of rightwisnesse, And through mercy sauf is simplesse Of here, whom mercy preserveth. Thus hath he wel, that wel deserveth.
Whan all this thing is done and ended, This king, which loved was and frended, A letter hath, which came to him By shippe fro Pentapolim, In which the lond hath to him write, That he wolde understonde and wite, How in good minde and in good pees Dede is the kinge Artestrates, Wherof they all of one accorde, Him praiden, as her lege lorde, That he the letter wol conceive And come, his regne to receive, Which god hath yove him and fortune. And thus besoughte the commune Forth with the grete lordes alle. This king sigh how it was befalle. Fro Tharse and in prosperite He toke his leve of that citee And goth him into ship ayein. The wind was good, the se was plein, Hem nedeth nought to a riff to flake, Till they Pentapolim have take. The lond, which herde of that tiding, Was wonder glad of his coming. He rested him a day or two
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yualiter Arte-strate Pentapolim re^e mortuo, ipsi de regno episto-las  super hoc Appollmo  dir-exerunt,   uncle Appollmus, una cum uxore sua ibidem ad-venientes ad decus   impeni
gfaudio   coro nati sunt.